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" Or not enough," Waterlow added drily. " It would
be just as easy to maintain that. You can't have it both
ways. If you had the imagination you claim, you would
love her accordingly, and you would allow nothing to
prevent you from at any rate trying to make her happy.
Your wonderful imagination would carry you over the
social obstacles. As things are, I prefer to call it lack of
self-control. You know that if she lives on here without
your protection her way of life must inevitably wound your
vanity sooner or later and rouse your jealousy. You are
afraid you won't be able to stand it. You call this fear
imagination. You dread making a public ass of yourself,
eh ? So you want to get her out of your sight."

" I want her to be happy," Arthur interrupted.

" Yes, every man wants happiness for the woman he is
beginning to find an embarrassment. You don't happen
to be sexually tired of this girl yet, therefore you don't
want her to find another man, or at any rate another man
whom you will be aware of. So you want to send her to
England, because she happens to have told you she wants
to go to England. She might have asked you for an ermine
coat or a diamond bracelet or even a sum of money. But
she asked you for something which will not only gratify
her but which will also relieve you. I confess you're a
lucky fellow to find a mistress whose whim coincides like
this with your advantage."

" It isn't a whim," Arthur declared hotly. " The
passion of her life is to be English."

" Not you ? " Waterlow asked quickly.

" I honestly believe that I am the only man she ever
loved. You goad me into saying things like that, damn
you," he added sulkily.